| Geave and Gay, Epigrammatic
and Otherwise

S8ir An'ﬂhald Geikie tells a story

lof a Scotchman who, much against

". own will, was persuaded to take

 ited the Pyramids. After gazing for

same time at the Great Pyramid he

“Man, what a lot of mason

‘work aet to be bringin’ in any rent!”
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Dr. Boyd Carpenter was to perform
the cerrmony at a very smart wed-
ding in 2 London church. As usual,
great crowd of people stood about
doors and lined up on either side
the strip of red carpet. Magniii-
carriages and motor cars ruil:d
and disgorged the splendidly
| dressed guests, but at the end of a
[ long string of fine equipages cam:a
je ramshackle old four-wheel-
er. [t drew up gloomily oppusic:
the strip of red carpet. A couple of

n dashed at the cabby. “Herc,

hit” they shouted. “You can’t stop

{ The bishap’'s just coming!” Ta:

Jd cabmag regarded them with a

‘eye. “Keep yer ‘air on! 1'va

got the  bold buffer inside!’ And

rnt. Carpenter opencd the door and
stepped out.
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A lovely woman who lives on Rox-
tord Road is the proud motier o!
two beys, the oider omly six years.
Mamma 18 subject te headaches, and
mamma has discovered the sort of

y pills that will relieve
them. ©Opne mustn’t take more than
one per bour. And the other after-
-poen mamma had a headache, took a
pill and got up to repeat the dos:—
end founa the piil-box empty. She

summoned the maid. “Frida!” sh-
cried. “Did Reginald swallow  ull
those pille? Answer me!” ““No'm,”

amswercd Frida, with a smile. “Don't
be seartd pone. He’s a chenerous
rka — he gafe halt of ‘em tod'r
baby!”
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A former jest, much used, was the
ene about the college graduat: who
tried to get a job, and on being ask-
od for kis credentials showed his di-
plema. “What—a college minf’
eried the bess. ““Yes, bat T'll try ta

We began to dream of a store like this fifteen or eighteen years ago. By little and little our ideas have taken form. Four years ago we began to put them on paper.
years ago all that we had dreamed, hoped for and planned began to exist in concrete, brick and steel, and now it is almost finished. Our feeling as we near the completion is one
relief—not at all of anxiety. We are glad that the work of getting ready is nearly over; we have no fears as to results, for we know that the work has been well done.
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We believe we bave the finest store in Canada outside the cities, perhaps as fine a store as will ever be built in a “town”.  This is not alone our own opinion—]udges free from
our prejudice tell us so. Not that we claim great outward beauty. The building is simple aqd plain. Some critics may say severely so.

We have wasted no money on show, there is no tawdry elaboration anywhere, as little inside as outwardly.

portion and excellence of arrangement. For all it is so large, you will find it cozy and comtortable.

But after all the point of real interest is not how fine a store this is, but HOW GOOD a store it is to be.
THURSDAY OF THIS WEEK we shall occupy the entire new building except basement, (this we shall
occupy later) After that day you can best judge us by ourjgoods, our values and our service.

This Building has a frontage on Norfolk Street of 80 feet aud on Argyle Street of 105 feet, and has four selling floors.

) A : alumpue of a great institution ot

7 ‘ ' : 5 learning— the other day Finally the

eld man said: “Billy, you have an

upnsual amount of knowledge for a

. man just graduated from college.”

. “Yes, grandpos, [ have,”’ candidly ad-

| ® mitted the bey. “But I explaia it
- \

Awaiting only the unﬁackiug of upwards ot 60 cases of new merchandise, a few little touches here and there— Thursday of this week we shall be very comfortable in our néw hom

torget it!" answered the applicant
The new variation is a true story
beeause it’s mew. A sucecessful Cleve-
lapd busimes: man of the old school
interviewed his nephew a recent

this way: [ nad a good common
|school education before 1 wead
there !”’
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A story concerning Abraham Lin-
coln’s musical attainments is preserv-
ed in Mme. de HegenmanncLind n-
crone’s “In the Courts of Memory.'
At the Sanitary Fair held in Philad:1-
in 1864 Mme. de Hegermaon-
, then Mrs. Moulton, was
te sing for the President. Af-
she kad finished “Robin Adair.”

Lincein, holding her hand in a grip
T'n of iron, said: ‘“Music is not much

warble yourself into a man’s hcert
I think 1 might become a musician
if T heard you often; but so far I
only kmow two tunes.” *‘Hail Co-
lambia "’ she asked. “You knouw
thiat, I am sure!” *“Oh. ves | know
that.” h: replied. “for I have to
stand up and take off my hat.” “Aunl
the other one " “The other one! Ob.
S ‘the other»one is the one when [don't
The beauty of Simcoe’s new store is the beauty of harmony, pro-j*=si w' Ao
A bright spirit of eariier da¥s, Chir-
ley McKeand, an advocate ready for
any emergcncy, dropped into court
ten late cne day to read the deposi-
tions, and found himself faced with
the duty of defending a woman tor
] stealing a pair of boots. He burst
into a moving harangue, and said he
would r-ad the very words of her de-
femee on arrest, since they bere “che
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stamp of conscious innocence.” He
seized the depositions, and went on:

THS IS WHAT OUR QUARTERS LOOKED LIKE .

when we took possession about 20 years ago—We did not at that time occupy the
portion of the building to the left of the X—It was a grocery store.. Later the
partition back of the X was taken down and we acquired the portion to the left. To
be accurate, the width of the main floor of our building was, when we began business
in Simcoe, precisely the same width as the drug store of *“ The E. H. ]acksot{ Co.”

of to-day, and the store we are vacating is only a foot and a half deeper than the
store just mentioned. So when you come to think of it we really have been do- -
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The Names of those in the Cut are, reading from left to right :

s

M. Geant Backus  Dr. Fitton  Mr, Will. Sheppard ~ Mr. Nelson Fountain ~ Mr. Alex. Smith
London Simcoe St. Thomas Deceased Strathroy

‘“‘HBa! here we are. Oh, hW'm!'” Ho
faltered a little when he saw them.
“Well, gentlemen this uncducaved
waman does not put it as you or [
weuld put it, byt [ said [ would
« % Fremd her words and I will. What sh~
" § says is: ‘How the hell could I have
bl ﬁ‘ the —— boots when he was wearing
- them ¢ And, gentlemen.” comtinued
MeKeand in a concluding burst of|
eloguence. “I ask you with some con-
~4+)§ tidenee, how the hell could she?”
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Joseph Tattenham. a writer of short
‘{}etories, opened the hall door of hi3
apartmept on lower Sixth Aveauae
.fireperts the New York Globe). As
e did sc he heard 3 queer aoise
* ¥ within:. Mr. Tattenham paused. for
the New York flat rebber is apr to
e a highly temperamental person it
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L o oo PEA T imterrupted at his work. Then he
%‘f"‘"—"‘»" il i, ""2«,;: -{::(L“ * & ifoaw a shadeowy form fiit down the
23 BB ) v esxridor and leap through a windo'v
ut&"LiNE"RY; . b QRY {}“8e,” sail Mr. Tattepham. “[ ligh'-d

“:Ethe gas ond looked about to see what
was up.’ On a chair by his bed he
‘tou. ail of his clothes in a neat
pile. Under the bed was a tatier:d
'.’%_ jonging to seme person who
: *,. does not travel in Mr. Tat-
tamhagh's set. Nothing was missing
i flat. He sat down to con-
w There came a timid tap at
ithe dpor. ~“Well?' said Mr. Tation-
opening it to a shivering per-
wha had obvious!y removed the
suit Mr. Tattenham had founi
the bed and had not had time
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get into any of Mr. Tattenham’s
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TheKindly Support of the People of Norfolk and Haldimand

so unifermiy gemerous . . .... is confidently expected in this new store, provided it is deserved, and not etherwise.
“nﬂ-‘nmrﬂubtrmhm“m"mmmhqcbm,llhtles-a

“Well ' “Please, sir,” said
shivering man, very meekly in-
“Please, sir, may [ have my
s ?’ ‘“Are these your clothes!”
Mr. Tattenham, indicating the
ed garments by a gesture.
sir.”’ said the wilowy indivi-
im the hall. “You see, sir, I'm

. i JEA little ineape at times. And I'm
/ i Blenid I entered your fiat and toek
* ) my clothes while I was raving.”
g ‘f ‘ fell” ssid Mr. Tattenham brutally,
. . ‘ 7

(Signed)
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en.” And he closed the door.
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